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You reach up to grab the pillow beneath your head, your back arching and your toes curling as your hand 
moves faster, the image of your best friend above you clearer in your head than ever, and though your eyes 
are tightly shut you still see Simon's face - his dark brown eyes glinting and his cheeks flushed, teeth biting 
down on his bottom lip - and you throw your head back and grind your teeth, struggling not to cry out; in 
case someone might be able to hear you. It's barely any use, you're so close you can barely keep quiet and 
you're pretty sure his name has spilled past your lips about five times already, but you've already lost count 
while your nerves and brain have gone up in flames, and now you're so far gone you barely even notice the 
knock at the door. 

"0i, Robin, y‘alright?" 

you just barely hear his voice calling, 

"I heard you saying my name and - fuck! Sorry!" 


Simon's startled exclamation pulls you kicking and screaming back to your surroundings, and you pull the thin 


motel room duvet around you, your face burning up. Just a few minutes ago you were imagining him telling 
you how good it feels to be inside you, and now you can barely even look at him. Several moments of silence 
pass between you both before he tentatively steps further into the room. 

"Robert..." 

Simon asks you, 

"What's this about?" 

you suddenly find yourself staring back at his face, his expression unreadable, and you can barely speak before 
your eyes start stinging, tears threatening to surface at the corners. 

"l-I didn't want you to find out like this, | -" 

you stammer, your eyes darting across the room. 

‘Ive f-felt this way about you for a really long time and - | feel so fucking guilty ‘cause of Mary and | just - 
| just... I've always loved youl I've tried - I've tried to forget about it but it's just no fucking good! l'm sorry, | 
can't stop it!" 

You turn away from Simon and bury your face in your arms, the tears falling freely now and your body 
shaking with heavy sobs. 

"Oh, Robin..." 

you hear him say, his voice softer and warmer than it was a few minutes ago, but you turn your back to 
him. 

"Just go!" 

you shout. 


"| don't deserve you as my best mate. l'm just gonna fuck everything up - | already have!" 


you barely even notice as he climbs onto the edge of the bed behind you, his hands on your shoulders turning 
you to face him. Still blinking back tears, you can only gaze back at Simon in awe as he takes your face in his 
hands, tilting your head upwards and smiling softly at you. His bright hazelnut eyes are the warmest you've 
ever seen them, but just as you're thinking this he leans into you and gently brushes his lips against yours, 
his hand coming away to rest under your chin. Simon has the softest lips you've ever known and his mouth 
tastes like pure bliss - surely this can't be real? - and all you want is to experience this moment again and 
again and again, but suddenly he pulls away. 

"I know how you feel, Robin," 

he whispers, his lips still a mere inch away from yours, 

“couse | feel the same way about you, too." 

Joy and confusion build in the back of your mouth. 

"Why didn't you say anything before?" 

you gasp. Simon merely grins and kisses your cheek. 

"Never really had an opportunity, | s'pose. And I'm a bit shy about that sort of thing, y'know." 

"What about Carol? Aren't you engaged?" 

"Yeah, but there are some things she doesn't have to know about," 

he laughs. 

"Like this." 

At that moment, Simon leans in and kisses you again, but this time he's more passionate and now this feels 
almost natural to you, and before you know it he's pressing you back down onto the mattress, shifting himself 


so he's on top of you. His hands are on your waist, his touch giving you a sense of security, and as he pulls 


his lips away from yours to kiss your neck you thread a hand into his teased dark hair, gasping quietly. 

"| want your hands on me, Simon," 

you breathe, and the next thing you know he's slipping his hands up your shirt and running them all over your 
chest, the gentleness of his touch making you dizzy. Since The Cure's inception you've always been seen as the 
leader, the one most in control of everything that goes on in the group, but sometimes all that responsibility 
gets too much for you and you need someone to take care of you, to give you a sense of balance - but Mary 
can't always give you that. Not even the Banshees could give you that. It's always been Simon. Now he's pulling 
your shirt off over your head, and he bends down to kiss your chest, still reveling in how you feel in his 
hands. 

"Robin, you're gorgeous," 


he's murmuring against your chest, 


"you're so gorgeous.. god, your body is fucking gorgeous - | want to see more of you.” You swear you've 
heard him say that to you in your mind. Suddenly you feel Simon's hands moving further upward until his 
fingertips brush against your nipples, and you let your head fall back and hiss through gritted teeth. He stops 
and lifts his head to lock eyes with you, a cheeky smile spreading across his face. 


"D'you like that, then, do you?" 

he chuckles, biting his lip, his fingers now brushing against the hairs on your chest, and you manage to catch 
your breath just long enough to say yes, your right arm slung over your eyes. You feel your face go hot as 
you begin to blush. Simon reaches up to pull your arm away, gazing into your eyes, smiling an adorable smile 
as he does, before he moves back downward and puts his hands on you againYou fold your arms beneath your 
head and gasp quietly as Simon's fingertips rub at your nipples, making you shudder beneath him, and this is 
really like nothing else you've ever felt before - he's so gentle and attentive it makes you wonder if he's ever 
been like this with anyone else; Carol, the groupies from the old tours.. He's pressing a single fingertip against 
one of your nipples and massaging it to hardness, making you shake beneath him and breathe harder, your 
hands grasping the pillow beneath your head because you fear what might happen if you touch Simon now; he 
could be a mirage, he could get up and leave.. but now he's burying his face in your chest and murmuring his 
adoration against you, and it's the feel of his warm breath on your skin, confirming that he is real. Soon you 
feel him taking a nipple into his mouth and you hiss through cl 

etched teeth, running your hands in his hair. "Simon... ah..." 

you hear yourself gasp as Simon runs his tongue across your nipple, still rubbing the other one with his 
fingers, and you swear you're squirming underneath him as he worships you with his mouth - how long has it 
been since anybody's touched you like this? Come to think of it, has anybody ever touched you like this? You 
turn the question over and over in your head and contemplate it intensely, so much you barely even notice 
Simon's hand moving toward your crotch as he draws your nipple into his mouth, sucking and licking like he 
would die if he didn't, but you definitely notice it when that same hand presses against you through the fabric 
of your boxers, the palm rolling against you slowly and driving you mad. 

"This feel good to you, love?" 

Simon murmurs as he lifts his head up off your chest to look at you. That's the first time he's ever called 
you ‘love’, and hopefully it won't be the last, depending on whether things go well tonight or not. You bite down 
on your lip to stifle a moan, digging your fingernails into the palms of your hands as you arch up toward him 


and gasp out a needy 'yes', and he grins back at you and presses his hand closer against you, making you 


shudder again. He's pressing his lips to your chest again, trailing open-mouthed kisses down the length of your 
Torso and god, now you can feel yourself needing him more than you've ever needed a person in years. 
"Simon," 

you moan, your head thrown back against the pillows. Simon's hand stills, and he lifts his head up again and 
crawls up to be face to face with you. 

"You ‘right?" 

he whispers, brushing his fingertips against your cheek. He's leaning into kiss your forehead, completely and 
utterly enamoured of you, and you feel a flush spreading across your face as you stammer, 

"l, um.. mmhh, | want -" 

"What d'you want, lovely?" 

he says, and you feel him smiling against you before he pulls away to rest his forehead against yours. You 
look up into Simon's eyes, the dark brown irises full of love and respect, and you almost turn away from him 
out of self-consciousness but you realise that would mean losing sight of him, so you refrain 

| want - um, | want you inside me, Simon - god, I'm sorry | just -" 

Suddenly you're interrupted by the feel of his mouth on yours, of his tongue gently parting your lips and his 
hand on the back of your head, pulling you closer, and you wrap your arms around his neck, absolutely reveling 
in the attention he's giving you because you didn't expect him to take this so well and it's like the weight of 
the world has finally been lifted off your shoulders. When Simon finally breaks the kiss, all you can do is gaze 
up at him in shock as he smiles back at you, closing his eyes as if he's still savouring the taste of your 
mouth. 

"ve thought about it too," 

he breathes, 

‘I've thought about exploring you from the inside out ‘til it's stupid o'clock in the morning and | just can't 
fucking sleep anymore, about having you in my bed and touching you everywhere, y'know, that sort of thing. 
God, I've waited for this for so fucking long, but I'd better get you all excited first, hadn't |?" 

You bite down on your lip to stifle the tiniest grin, and soon he's pulling away and shifting back downward to 
kiss you all over your belly, his hands moving to grab onto your waist, and you can't help but squirm on the 
mattress and curl your toes as the ends of his thick hair brush lightly against your skin. Now his hands are 
sliding down towards your hips, the feel of his gentle fingertips gliding along your body making you shiver, and 
before you know it he's sliding your boxers down your thighs and past your knees before he tosses them onto 
the floor. Simon draws back a little to slip off his shirt and toss it aside, flipping his hair into place, and as he 
leans into you again you marvel at the sight of your gorgeous best friend kneeling half-naked before you, his 
pale skin seeming to glow under the fluorescent hotel room lights - you've seen him in several stages of 
nudity before, but never like this, and somehow you can't help but feel embarrassingly self conscious at the 
sight. He leans in to brush his lips against yours. 

"You alright?" 

he breathes. 

"Of course” 

you reply, letting your head fall back to allow him access to your neck. 

"l'm perfect" 

"That's what | like to hear." 

Simon chuckles as he moves back down your body again. He presses a tiny kiss below your navel as his hands 


move toward your legs, caressing them in gentle strokes, and now he's kissing his way up your calves and the 


insides of your thighs, humming softly against your skin. A tiny gasp slips unbidden past your mouth, and out 
of the corner of your eye you can just barely see Simon lifting his head to see you, smiling, before he buries 
his face against your thigh, lavishing it with kisses, making you dizzy with passion Too soon enough he stops, 
and you hear the rustling of clothing as it's removed and thrown aside which tells you he's taken off his jeans 
as well, 

"Simon," 

you breathe, 

"let me see you." 

Simon reaches up to slip his hand around the back of your neck, tilting your head up towards him, and your 
eyes grow wide as it becomes apparent to you that he's also taken off his boxers. His slender body is so 
beautiful to you, and you're not even sure whether he realises or not but, by god, you hope he does - this 
strong yet lithe and almost feminine figure kneeling before you, his arms subtly toned from years of playing 
bass, long legs supporting his slender frame - it's not long until you notice his cock, already hard and just 
barely leaking tiny drops of pre-come, and you can't help but think it's the most perfect one you've ever seen 
Its uncircumcised, of course, reasonably long but unbelievably thick with a slight upward curve, and 
surrounded by a lush dark thicket of pubic hair; you can't remember for sure if this is what you've imagined 
Simon penetrating you with, but you can't help but think that it's almost as beautiful as the rest of him. You 
feel yourself hardening. You lift your eyes back up to meet Simon's, and he smirks and bites down on his lip. 
Like what you see?" 

he chuckles. 

"Yeah..." 

you nearly laugh. 

"Fucking hell.. you're gorgeous, Simon" 

Simon sits back up on his knees before you, his dark brown eyes surveying every last inch of your body. 
"Could say the same for you," 

he smiles. 

"You're so beautiful | think my head's gonna burst open" 

You instinctively hide your eyes behind your forearms, a blush spreading across your cheeks and nose. 
"You've got to be joking,” 

you're really laughing, now. 

I'm serious, | really am!" 

he says with a gentle smile, reaching to take your hands in his and move your arms away from your face. As 
you gaze up at him in wonderment you notice the look in his eyes surely changing, but you're not sure if it's 
affection or desire or both at the same time. 

‘I've always thought you were beautiful," he sighs, a soft smile tugging at the corners of his mouth. "Ever 
since we first met at that record shop, I've always been captivated by you but, um.. | didn't have a name for 
it. | couldn't see it happening to me - y'know, being attracted to another man, let alone falling in love - but | 
s'pose meeting you changed all that. And look where we are now! | fucking love youl” 

Simon shifts himself further upward to rest his head on your chest, his arms folded beneath his chin as he 
gazes at you lovingly. 

‘I've dreamed about how it'd feel to kiss you nearly every day we've known each other - | never really 
understood what it meant at first, obviously, | just thought itd pass - but, y'know, it never did. In fact it grew 


so much that hiding it was so fucking unbearable! Now here | am, in bed with my gorgeous best mate, and 


who knows what's gonna happen now?" 

You blush and smile at him 

"That long? Really?" 

you chuckle. 

"But... why's it you think I'm beautiful?" 

"| don't just think it, | know it," 

Simon grins, shifting back down your body again, 

"and that's what I'm gonna show you now." 

You can barely tear your eyes away from Simon as he kneels at the foot of the bed, slipping his hands in 
between your thighs to gently part your legs, before he leans in to press fluttering kisses to the sensitive skin 
on the insides of your thighs, making you shudder. He pauses for a moment to look back up at you, a smile 
playing upon his lips, and before you know it he's leaning down to run his tongue up along the length of your 
cock, locking eyes with you all the while. Then he takes you into his mouth, the feel of his soft wet lips around 
you is surely unreal, and you let your head fall back with a low moan as his hands move to grab onto your 
hips, stroking the skin there with his thumbs to soothe you. You reach out again for something to hold onto, 
your hands shaking, and one finds itself threaded into Simon's hair and the other grips onto the pillow beneath 
your head. Simon murmurs against you, his hands pulling you closer and his face completely buried between 
your thighs, and you can't help but bite down on your lip to hold in a gasp as your hand twists itself in his 
soft hair, but he barely flinches when you almost rip several strands out of his scalp. He seems to be so 
completely focused on pleasuring you and nothing else - you guess from the appreciative noises he makes as 
he moves his head and the feel of his hands curling around your hips as if to hold you close - and the 
thought makes you arch up off the mattress with a low moan, curling your toes. You instinctively draw your 
knees up, and Simon pauses for a moment to glance up at you, his eyes glinting with mischief and his fingers 
rubbing circles into your hips. 

"Simon - don't stop... please don't stop," 

you beg pathetically, and before you know it he's taking your length back into his mouth again, his hands sliding 
back toward your thighs, and you bite down on your lip to hold in a gasp but to no avail. You let go of Simon's 
hair to grasp the headboard above you, almost as if to prevent yourself from sinking through the mattress 
or floating out of the window, your hips lifting up to meet his mouth as he runs his hands back and forth 
along your shaking legs. Where the fuck did he learn to do this? Simon hums softly into your cock, making you 
shudder from the sudden vibrations. 

"S-Si... fuckk.." 

you moan, thrusting your hips rhythmically. Simon flicks his tongue against the tip of your swollen cock. He 
brings his head up and smiles. 

"Turn over for me, love." 

You can't help but blush, knowing what you've fantasised about for so long is about to finally take place. As 
you roll over, Simon swiftly drops down and takes something out of his trouser pocket. Turning around you 
notice what he's grasping. 

"Si, you bastard!" 

you say smiling, 

"You were planning this!" Simon chuckles in response, admiring the small bottle of lube he's clutching in his 
hand. 

"Not entirely." 


You gaze into the bassists deep brown eyes. You're aching for release at this point. 

| need you, Si. | need you inside me. God, please fuck me." 

Grinning in response, Simon squeezes the bottle onto his hand, and rubs his hard cock slowly. You feel yourself 
hardening even more as you hear Simon struggling to hide his moans. He hovers over you, teasing your 
entrance with his member. 

"Gorgeous." 

he whispers. You tingle with anticipation, god have you been awaiting this. Simon gently slides his solid cock 
inside of you, a low moan escapes his mouth as he does so. 

"S-Simon... god..." 

you're nearly speechless. The pleasure overpowers the pain as you feel his warmth deeper and deeper. 

"You feel so good around me." 

Simon grunts, 

"Fuck, I've wanted this for so long, Robin" He slowly thrusts in and out, making your head spin. He rests his 
head on your shoulder, breathing hard into your ear. Everything feels so perfect. Suddenly he bites your neck. 
You quietly yelp in response, and he chuckles. 

"Oh, Robert." 

he breathes deeply, thrusting his hips faster. His deep voice irresistibly arousing. 

"A-ah.. Si.Simon. " 

you moan as he hits just the right spot. "R-right there, Si. Harder.. don't stop! Shit" Simon no longer tries to 
stifle his screams as he thrusts harder and harder into you. 

"Come for me, Robin." 

he whispers into your ear and you immediately explode with pleasure and ecstasy. Screaming his name as you 
come all over the bed. The sight and sound makes him burst inside of you, thrusting slowly into you as he 
rides out his orgasm. 

"S-Simon I... fuck." 

You breathe as he pulls out. Simon collapses on top of you as you roll onto your back. He kisses you softly, 
breathing heavy. 

| love you, Robin. | fuckin’ love you." 

You gaze at him. Flushed face, sweaty, messy hair. 

"| love you, too." 

Simon admires the soaked bed. 

"You've made quite a mess, it seems." Chuckling, you smile, 

"Spose we have." 

And those were the last words spoken that night, for both of you doze off into a peaceful sleep, completely 
naked. Embracing each other tightly. 


